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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


X. 


FoysTnvs, Uſurper of the Goverament of Argos. PyIAbze, Prince of Phocis, and Friend te 
OnzsTzs, Son of the late rightful King Aga- Oreſtes. 


| | " 
memnon, by Clytemneſtra. il The Governor of Oreſtes. 


CoyTENNESTRA, Queen of Argos, late HRYSOTHEMIS, Siſter to Electra 


of Agamemnon, now of Ægyſthus. Attendants of Clytemneſtra. 


ErxcTaa, Agamemnon's Daughter. Chorus of young Ladies of Argos. 
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SCENE, before the Reyal Palace in Mycene. 
Governor of Oreſtes, Oreſtes, and Pylades. 
Gov. H, fon of Agamemnan, (be who once, 


Supreme in power, led our victorious 


Greeks | 

To Troy's deſtruction) hence may you ſurvey 
The object of your lang, your ardent wiſhes ; 
Behold-your native Argos ! here, the grove 
Of Inachus's wand'ring frantic daughter: 
And here, the fam'd Lyczan forum ſtands, 
Erected to the glorious god of day: | 
This, on the left, is Juno's awful temple; 
Around the glict'ring. tow'rs of rich Mycenæ, 
With the dire houſe of bldody Pelops riſe, 
Thence I receiv'd you from your ſiſter's arms, 
Snatch'd from the fate in which your father fell; 
i took, preſerv'd, and nouriſh d you till now, 
To grow the keen avenger of his blood; 
But now, Oreſtes, and. you, Pylades, 
The deateſt partner of his cares, betimes 
We muſt determine what our cauſe requires, 
For ſec, the chearful light begins to dawn; 
The warbling b'rds ſalute the early ſun ; 
And ev'ry ſtar faints in his fuller glory, 
Ere then the buſy ſearch of jealous eyes 
Prevent, let's fix our counſels; haſty time 
Cuts off all low debate, and calls for action. 

Oreft. Thoutrueſt friend that ever ſerv'd his prince, 
How does thy love to me ſhine out conſpicuous ! 
And, as the gen'rous ſteed, when weak with age, 
Starts into rage, and ſcents the diſtant battle; 
So you, though preſs'd with years, work up our ſouls 
To fame, and follow in the glorious chale, 
To thee my. purpos d vengeance III diſcloſe, 
Do thou with deep attention. mark. my words; 
And where my youth ſhall err, wich wiſgom guide it. 
Know, when 1 went to aſk the Pythian god 
What method I ſhould take in my revenge, 
He thus in.expreſs terms ſpoke his high pleaſure ; 
Cloſe be thy vengeance; no loud force pre pale 
But ſteal upon th'-unguarded murderer. | 
Therefore do thou, my venerable friend, 
As ſoon as kind occafion-will permit, 
Enter the palace; dive into.their counſels; 
And find out means for this our great attempt: 
For rev'rend age has plow'd thy features up, 
And bent thee to the earth, that thou ſhalt paſs 
Succeſsfully unknown, and unſuſpected. 
Then form a tale like this—that thou ate ſent 
From Phocis, from Phanoteus, to relate, 


(For he's their-potent friend, their dear-ally) 


Nor ſpare an oath to back the licens'd fraud 
And win, belief, how poor Oreftes periſh'd, 
Whirl'd from his chariot in the Pythian games. 
This be the ſum and ſubject of thy errand 3 
Meanwhile, as the great Lycian god injoia'd, 

We, with oblations and devoted, hair, 

Will pleaſe my father's ſhade, and crown his tomb. 
That done, here let us meet; and in our hands 
Bear to th' inceſtuous court the brazen urn, 
Which lies conceal'd in yonder verdant thickets 
Thus by an. artful fraud reſembling truth, 

We may convince them of the pleaſing news 

That | am dead; that thoſe are the remains 

Of my burnt bones, rak'd from the fun'ral pile. 
Why ſhould I grieve to be reported dead, 

While I rife fairer from that death ſuppos'd. 

To aobler Life, ro. happineſs and fame ? 

Nor can the tale which profits, prove diſaſtrous. 
Oft have I heard of mea, for wiſdom fam'd, 


To freſh renown, and more illuſtrious triumphs, | 
So on my foes from death at once I'll rife, . 
Glare like a meteor, and with terror blaſt them. 
But, oh | my country, and ye genial gods, 

ceive me proſp'rous, and aſſiſt my purpoſe ! 

And thou, paternal dome, to thee I come, 

at ſtom the gods to rid thee of pollution, 

h ! d:lve me not diſhonour'd from this lang! 
But fix me happy in-my father's throne, 

And make me but the ſcourge of uſurpation, 

1 aſk no more! But now, my good old friend, 
[Support the taſk which thou haſt undertook : 

We, Pylades, will hence, time preſſes hard; 
Time, on whoſe friendly call the iſſues hang 

Of all our mortal actions. 

Ele#. Oh! my ſortuse — [ Groaning from wvithin, 
Gov. Hark | ſure I heard the voice of female ſorrow, 


Oreſt. Think you,'twas not the poor Electra groanꝰd? 
Say, ſhall we ſtay and liſten to her anguiſh? 

Gow. Not for the world. Begin we From the god, 
And his commands fulfil ; with dye oblations 
Appeaſe, invoke the mangs of your fire: 

From hence we ſhall the hop'd event derive, 
And draw a bleſſing on the pious work. 

[Exeunt Oreſtes and Pylades at ene door, Governor 

and Attendants at another. | 


SCENE u. 
Ele. Alone. ] Oh! ſacred light; and, oh! thou 


ambient air, 
How have ye witne(s'd to my conſtant ſorrows © 
How have ye (een theſe hands, in rage of grief, 
Harrow and, bruiſe my ſwoln and bleeding boſom } 


| While each new MO blaſted wich my woe: 
- 


Revive and flouriſh from imagin'd tombs, * 
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How have the circling nights heard my deſpair ! 
How have my walls and hated bed been curſt, 
And echo'd to my ſtill repeated anguiſh ! 

My fighs, my groans for my unhappy fire, 
Whom barb'rous climes and cruel battle ſpar'd ; 
Whom battle ſpar'd, but whom my mother flew ! 
She and her partner of adult'rous joys, | 
Accyrt ZEgyſthus, with a murd'ring axe 
Splitting his temples, cleft the hero down ; 
Relentleſs, as the woodman does an oak; 

And none, but I, or pities or complains : 

None but Electra mourns for thee, oh, father, 
Without regard to ſhame or pity murder'd ! 

And I, while life remains, will cheriſh grief; 
Each riſing morn, and each deſcending night 
Shall hear my moan; for with inceſſant ſorrows 
Like the ſad nightingale robb'd of her young, 
Before my father's doors I'll plaintive ſtand ; 
And my loud wrongs proclaim to ev'ry ear. 
Ye realms of Pluto, and his gloomy conſort! 
Infernal Hermes! You, my potent curſes ! 
And awful furies, daughters of the gode, 
Behold the great are fallen, unjuſtly ſlain! 
And vile adult'ry ſtains the royal couch ! 

Oh, riſe, aſſiſt, revenge a murder'd king, 
Send me my brother, my Oreſtes hither, 

To eaſe my ſorrows, and to bear his part; 

For, oh! I fink beneath the dire oppreſſion, 

| SCENE ill. 

. Electra and Chorus. 

Cho. Thou offspring of a moſt unworthy mother, 
Uncomforted Electra] Where fore ſtill 
Doſt thou with ſtreaming eyes and piercing groans 
For ever mourn the fate of Agamemnon ? 

dulge affliction, nor permit the ſpace 

f intervening years to wipe away 
The mem'ry of thoſe ſnares and female arts 
That caught his noble life? Oh, may the man, 
If juſtice warrant my devoting prayer, 
That wrovght his end, fall by the like ſurpriſe ! 

Ele#. Oh, generous maids ! and worthy your high 
Kindly yeu come to ſoften my diſtreſs; births; 
1 know you do, to charm me into comfort. 

But, oh! 1 muſt be deaf to the inchantment 
Nor ever ceaſe to mourn my wretched father. 
Therefore 1 muſt conjure you by our friendſhip, 
By al! your tender offices of love, 

Let me indulge my tears, and be a wretch, 
Nor urge me to remit my taſk of ſorrow. 

Cho. But yet, nor pray'rs nor tears, can ſoften death; 
Or bribe th' unpitying Hades to unlock 
Earth's common priſon, and ſend back your father. 
Yet, fond of woe and unavailing paſſion, 

That hourly waſtes'and preys upon your health, 
You movrn the ills which mourning-will not cure. 
Why do you court immod'rate ſorrow thus ? 

Ele#. They moſt be, fure, inſenſible and ſtupid, 
That can ſorget a murder'd parent's death. 

Let me be rather like the wailing bird, 

The murm'ring herald of approaching ſpring, 
Who Itys ever, murder'd Itys, mourns. 
Thee, Niobe, my heart efteems a goddeſs ; 
Thou monument of unexampled ſorrow | 

to thy ſex, and harden'd to a ſtone, 
. fill art Niobe, and weep'ſt for ever! 

Cbo. Have you, Electra, only cauſe ro mourn ? 
Are there not thoſe have equal right to grieve ? 
Though you ſurpaſs them in immod'rate cranſports, 
How docs Chryſothemis ſuppreſs her anguilh ? 
And how Iphisnaſſa bear her pain? 0 
Or how Oreſtes droop in ſecret exile ? 

Ele8. Happy Oreftes, when the glad Mycene 
Views him returning to his rightful throne ; 


3 


Sent by the ſweet direction of the gods 
Whilf expect him with unwearied hopes, 


| Childeſs, and deſolate, debarr'd of wedlock, 


Diſſolv'd in tears, and worn away with anguiſh. 

But cruel he, regardleſs of my pain, 

Forgets my love and ardent invitations : 

Yet has he ſooth'd me ftill with flatt'ring tidings 

Rais'd me to hopes, in vain, of his arrival; 

Too eredulous hopes ; for, oh! he will not come ! 
Cho. Deſpair not, lady, for there reigns above 

A potent God, that overlooks mankind ; 

To his directing hand ſubmit your anger; 

Nor let your tranſports ſwell to wild diſtraction; 

Nor let your juſt reſentment die forgotten; 

For ling'ring time knows his redreſſing hour. 

And he who ſtays on Criſa's verdant ſhore, 


' | Great Agamemnon's ſon, back d with the pow'rs 


Of blood-avenging Erebus, will come; | 
Will come with fury, and redreſs your wrongs. 

Elea. Much of my life has been already ſpent, 
And fed on nought but unavailing hopes ; 
can no longer bear the uneaſy ſtate, 

An orphan, unſupported, weak, and friendleſs ; 
Us'd like a menial in my father's houſe ; 

Robb'd of all rights of birth and princely ſtate ; 
Clad in theſe homely weeds of wretchedneſs, 
And fed with offals from th' imperial table. 

Cho. Oh, diſmal was the welcome of his triumphs! 
Mournful return! And, oh! that bridal room, 
To which the unſuſpecting huſband went, 

And met the ſudden axe! Accurſed ſtroke |! 

By fraud concerted, and by luſt perform d; 
Adult'rous luſt, with treachery combin'd, 

In horrid mixture, for the horrid act; 
Whether ſome god or man inſpir'd the paſſion ! 

Ele. Oh, day moſt hated of the rolling year! 
Oh, blackeſt night! And, oh, prodigious grieſe 
Which flow'd from that unutterable deed ! 

When both their hands upon my father ſtruck, 
To ſpeak their union, and make murder ſure, 

I too was firuck, undone by that di:e blow, 
And agoniaing death lies heavy on me! 

But may the great Olympian god, may Jove 
Repay their treaſon with Rill growing anguiſh l 
Let no ſhort interval of gladneſs chear them, 
But guilt and black remorſe haunt them for ever! 

Cho. No more ſuch words of outrage ; call to mind 
From what a flate of eaſe your rage has thrown you 
And pull'd down woe by wilful provocation ; „ 
Enough of ſorrow has thy ſoul endur'd, 

By bearing up and buſteting the cempeſt. 
Believe it vain t' aſſail viQtorious vice, 
And tempt the rugged hand of tyrant pow'r. - 

Ele&#. Such treaſons ſure demand ſuch loud com. 
My heart is conſcious of it's ſwelling rage: [plaints; 
Yet danger ſhall not ſcare me from this pleaſure, 
But while 1 hve, I will devote the wretches. 
From whom, ye dear companions of my grief, 

In ſuch extremes of woe, can I endure 

The voice of conſolation or advice? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe your ſtrains of unprevailing comfort; 
For never muſt my labours find an end; 

Never muſt I have truce with my afflitions ; 

But be a faithful wretch, and weep for ever. 

Cho. Alas! my love, like a. fond mother, pleads 
To calm your breaſt ; leſt your diſterpper'd wrath 
Should be the parent of Rill greater tioubles. 

Elec. Oh! can my ills admit of an increaſe ? 
Can piety forget a father's murder ? 
| What men, what bard'rous nations, ſay it can? 
Oh, let me not be honour'd in their thoughts! 
No: were I to be match'd to ſome ſuch 


Forgiving ſoul, I would not let the (oſt, 
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Unjuſt infection, clog my tow'ring rage; 
Nor for a moment ſtop my ſhrill-tongu d grief, 
Which flies to gratify my father's ſhade : 
For if my noble father unreveng dl, 
Muſt moulder into duſt, and be forgot; 
Whilſt they, triumphant in their happy guilt, ; 
Laugh at the lame revenge that cannot reach them, 
Fare wel to virtue; let religious awe 
No more reſtrain mankind, but outrage flouriſh ! 
Cho. In yours and in our behalf we came, 
T' expreſs our duty, and afſwage your woes: 
But if our words diſpleaſe your princely mind, 


' You muſt o'ercome, and we ſubmit in filence. |; 


Elect. I bluſh to think, that my uneaſy load 
Of grief, ſhould ſeem immoderace or ſtrain'd: 
Forgive my ſtrong neceſſity of ſorrow. 

What virgin, well-deſcended, could behold 
Her father's wrongs, and not like me relent ? 
Could ſee the never-fading ills 1 fee, 

That ſprout each hour, and bloſſom on each other: 
While from the hand of her who gave me life, 
The piercing ſhaft is ſent that wounds my foul. 
And while within my father's injur'd houſe, 
Jam conſtrain'd to dwell with his aſſaſhns; 
Inſulted by them, and oblig'd to take 

The means of life from them, or yield to famine, 
Oh! what a life muſt you believe I drag; 
What tortures bear, diſtracted, when I ſee 
AEgyithus ſeated in my father's throne ; 

Dreſt in the ſame imperial robes of ſtate; 

And pouring forth oblations on that ſpor, 
Where once the blood of Agamemnon flow'd ? 
But, oh! what daggers muſt divide my ſoul, 
When | behold the laſt great injury; 

The rude afſa.lin in my father s bed, 

And guilty mother's arms? If virtue ſuffer 

To call ber mother, who with rank oftence 
Has injur'd nature in her ſacred laws. 

But ſhe enjoys the wretch deform'sd with blood, 
Nor fears the furies round th' adult'rous bed; 
Bit with a wicked triumph at the fact, 
Searches impatient for the welcome day 


Wbereon m' father fell ; oh, horrid thought 


And when it comes, in wanton revels, plays, 
Feaſts, dances, and with impious ſacrifice, 
Thanks all the gods for the ſucceſsful murder. 
While l, a forc'd ſpectator of their riot, 

In mock'ry call'd the feaſt of Agamemnon) 

n ſecret mourn; nor am allow'd to vent 
The anguiſh of my lab'ring heart in freedom: 
For ſhe, with watchful and ungen'rous hate, 

Eyes my diſtreſs, and thus upbraids my pain. 
Thou ſcorn of heav'n! Have none but thou been 
griev'd ? | 

Art thou the only one whoſe father dy'd? 

Be trebly curſt, and may th' infernal pow'rs 

Never releaſe thee from the woe thou'rt fond of. 
Such is her language; — but whene'er ſhe's told 
Oreſtes ſoon will come, then, then ſhe raves, 
And bellows loud Thou ſource of all my cares, 
This is thy work, he ſtoleſt Oreſtes from me, 
And nurs'd him up to be thy mother's ruin: 

But thou ſhalt pay the price of all my fears. 

Thus does ſhe taunt ; while her iNluftrious ſpouſe 
Stands by her fide, pleas'd, and provokes the conteſt : 
That trifling coward, that diſgrace of manhaod, 
Who only wars in conſort with a woman, 
But while 1 wait to ſee Oreftes here, 

To end my griefs and reſcue me, I die! 
His vengeance ſleeps by an unkind delay; 
Nor leaves me preſent hope or future comfort, 
To flatter woe, and keep my foul alive, 

la ſuch a ſtate tig hard to be diſcrest ; 


And not accuſe the unaſſiſting gods: 
For in ſuch ills our paſſions will tranſgreſs, [lefs ! 


Cho, Tell me, Electra, is /Egyſthus nigh ? 
Who might, if he 0'er-heard, reſent my words. 


freedoms 
If he were nigh; but, guiltleſs of my joy, 
He traverſes the verdant fields of Argos. 


Nor fear to aſk the things I long to know. 8 
Elec. Secure from danger, aſk me what you pleaſe, 
Cho. Then tell me of Oteſtes, will he come? 
Or is there ſtill a cauſe to keep him back ? 

Ele. He ſays he comes, but does not hat he ſays, 

Cbo. Important actions move but ſlowly on. 

Elect. I mov'd not flowly when I ſav'd his life. 

Clo. Fear not; his virtue will not fail his friends. 

Fl:&. In that belief 1 have protracted woe. | 

Cho. No more—l ſee Chryſothemis approach; 
Your ſitter, Madam, this way bends ber ſteps, 
And in her bands ſhe bears ſepulchral off rings. 

SCENE IV. 
Chryſothemis, Electra, and Chorus. 

Chryſ. Why will you, ſiſter, at this public gate, 
Repeat your grievance in ſuch clam'rous acceats ? 
Nor let experience teach. you to diicard 
An impotent and unavaiiing paſſion ? 

Believe, that I am canſcivus of our wrongs ; 

And would, if 1 had power ; attempt revenge, 
And let my ſtrong reſeatinent ſtand conteis d: 
But when our weakneſs dictates to our wrath, 
'Tis wiſer to ſubmit with lower'd fails, 

Than to collect the ſtorm, an4 tempt deſtruction. 
Thus would I counſel you to ſtifle rage; 

Though I confeſs your incignation ju ; 


We muſt obey and ſtoop to rugged power. 
Ele. Tis baſe that you, trom ſuch a father 

Should in neglect of his forgotten worth, | ſprung, 

Side with the faction of an 1mpious mother: 

For all your counſels are by her preſcrib'd, 

And ſpeak her pleaſure but at ſecons- hand ; 

Unheeding girl, confeſs, and chuſe thy criddes 

That thou, or know | not, or forgett'it thy duty, 

You ſaid but now, it you had pow'r to hate, 

I's hate to purpoſe, you'd avow your anger; 

Yet when | ſtruggle to revenge my father, 

Far trom aſſiſting, you obſtruct my work. 

Is not this cowardice, or ſomething worſe? 

Tell me what great advantage would ariſe, 

Should I ſuſpend my grief, and put on g'!adneſs ? 

Do I not live, though ill the liſe I lead? 

(11 as it is, it is enough for me: 

Whilſt ev'ry day | interrupt their joys, 

Contending ſtill to pleaſe my father's ſhade, 

If the deceas'd ate capable of pleaſure, 

While you, whoſe words profe:s ſuch ſpeciout hate, 

Act in concurrence with the murderers. 

But would they give me all my ſiſter's gifts, 

And all the ornaments in which you thine ; 

I would not yield a moment to them. No: 

Let coſtly banquets load your wanton table, 

And your ſoft life in delicacies flow ; 

Give me the meaneſt neceſſary food, 

The virtue which has earn d, ſhall think it rich, 

And add a ſweetneſs to the homely diet. 

{1 ſcora the guilty honours you have purchas d, 

And ſo ihould you in wiſdom ; but, oh, ſhame?! 

You court diſgrace, and when you might be ſtil d 

The glorious daughter of the beſt of father, 

| You are the mother's, her diſtinguiſh d darling! 

| Thus, at the price of geaſure, you betray 


1.1 RT 
Riſe with our ſuff* rings, and like them grow bound- 


Ele&. Oh, think not 1 ſhould taſte theſe gentle 


Cho. With greater confidence [I then ſhall ſpeak ;: 


But if or life or liberty be dear, By 
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Your friends, and ſell the blood of Aganiemnon !— 
| Cho, For Heav'n's ſake, let not anger grow be- 

' tween:yout 1 
You both ſpeak well, and both may be improv'd, 
If you will join, and by each other profit. 
Cbryſ. This language I am us d to, friends, from 

Nor had I now provok d the repetition, [her, 

But that I heard an evil threaten ber, 

Which would at once end theſe inceſſant wailings. 

Ele#. Nameit; andif you can pronounce an horror 

Greater than theſe I feel, I will ebey. you. 

Coryſ. 'Pake then the ſum of what I can inform 


you: 

Unleſs you calm theſe paſſions, they reſolve 

To force you hence, where. you ſhall ne'er behold 

The chearful light ot day, but be confined. 

In ſome damp gloomy ſubterranean. priſon, | 

Far from this country; there to groan unheard, 

And breath your ſorrows midſt unwho.lomevapours. 

But, oh, be wiſe; prevent the threaten'd wee; 

Not blame your fifter, who with early care 

Would labour to divert th* unripe defiruction, { me? 
Elett. And have they then determined thus againſt 
Chryſ. As ſoon as e'er /Egvyſthus ſhall return. 

. Zle&: Oh, may the threaten'sd miſchief wing him 
' hither ! * | | 
Chryſ. What horrid wiſh is this, unwary maid 7 
E left. That be would come and execute his malice. 
Ctryſ. Ha | Are you loſt to ſenſe ? What would 
you aim at? 
Zl. That I might fly from all of you, as far 

As carth has bounds. 
Chryſs —— Reſpe& you not your life? 

Elec. This life is wond'reus beautiful indeed, 

Fit to be car'd for! 

Chryſ. —— Were you wiſe, it might. 

Ele. Teach me not, fiſter, to betray my friends. 

Chryſ. I teach you not, but to obey ſuperiors. 

Eig. Tis yours to flatter, I have no ſuch ſoul. 
© Cbryſ. * Tis prudent-not to throw-our lives away. 

But But glorious to reſign them for a father, 

Cbryſ. Our tather would not wiſh us to purſue 
Revenge at that raſh hazard—— 

Ele, —Cowards only, 

And fearful fouls, applaud ſoch tim'rous maxims. 

Cbryſ. And will you not be caution'd 'gaintt-at+ 
fliftion ? 

Ele. No: for Iwoulò not quite forego my reaſon. 

Cb/yſ. Then I have dune, and willpurſue my orders. 

Ele. Whit arders !\—And to whom. theſe 
fon'ral rites? 

Chryſ-The queen enjoins me on my father'stomb, 

From her to. make libations. 

Ele. How ! from her ? 

To make libations to that hated man? 
Chryſ. To him ſhe kill d, for ſo you would infer. 
El:&+ By whom perſuaded, whoſe advice was this? 
Chryſ. lis the refult of a nocturnaſ fright. 


Se. Oh, all ye gods of Argos, aid me now '— | 


Chryſ. What grounds for hope derive you from 
her fears? . „ 
IJlect. Tell me the viſion, and Il then reſolve you. 
Chryſ. Alas I know but litle——— 
Elect.. Tell me then | 
That little !-—-Little ſentences and words 
Have often rais'd, and ruia'd men as oft. 
cbryf. Tis whiſper'd, that ſhe ſaw our father 
Again to light, and feem'd once more his wife: 
That he'took in his hand the regal ſceptre, - 
(Which once he bore, but now ZEgy thus. bears) 


And f d it in the earth ; whea ſtraight there ſprang, 


From it « thriving branch, which ſlouriſh'd wide, 
And over · hadow d all Mycenæ s land, f 


T KR 4. 


This did I learn from one who was at hand, 
When to the riſing. ſun ſhe told ber viſion, 

To deprecate it's omen. More know not, 

But that theſe rites are owing to: it's hocroxs. 
Elec. Now I conjure you, by aur genial 
Obey me; fall not into raſh, oftence.; —_ 
But, ere it be too late, avoid pollution. 

And, dear faſter, let na part of thoſe. 

Defign'd oblations touch my father's tomb; 
For tis not juſt, to bring his injur d ſhade 
Unhallow'd off rings. from an impious hand: 
But give them to che winds; or hide them deep 
In earth, at diſtance from his awful tomb. 

Let the earth keep them for het fun ral honours, 
The fitteſt off rings to adorn her graue. 

Had ſhe not been the vileſt of her ſex, 

She would not ſacrifice to him ſhe ſle w. 

How do you think bis injur'd ghoſt will bear 
To taſte the off rings which are (ent by her; 
Who, not content to rob him of his life, 

| Mangled and hack'd him to difarm reſentment ; 
And ſtrove to wipe th' abomination off. 

| Will impious off rings ſatisfy for murder? 

And weak libations purge the guilt. of blood? 
No; fliag the offenſive ſacrifice away z 

And from our heads ler each preſent a lock 

Ot ſupplicating hair: too mean the gift 

But all 1 have to give, except this girdle; 
Which take, however plain and unadorn' d. 
Proſtrate, invoke him to ariſe from earth ; 

To come propitious and deſtroy our foes; 

And ſend Oreſtes, with avenging force, 

kb ſtrike the hoftile.tyrants. to the earth: 

Then ſhall we richer ſacrifices pay, 
And crown his,afhes with more grateful off rings, 
My heart ſuggeſts, the care of our revenge 


[come | 


Employs his ghoſt, and ſeat the hideous dream : 

Therefore, my ſiſter, aid the gen'rous work; 

The cauſe of you, and me, and that dear man, 

Our common parent, whoa is now no more. 

Cho, The virgin ſpeaks with piety, and you 
In wiſdom ſhould perform the duteous office, 
Cbey. I will; for *tis a vain. and ſenſeleſs ſtriſe, 

For two to differ in a,wark that;s juſt, | 

And aſks diſpatch. But now that I conſent, 

By Heaven! you muſt be ſilent, friends ; for if 

M' inraged mother ſhould oiſcover aught, 

I might have caule to mourn the bold attempt. 

[Exit Chryſothemis. 
"SCENE V. N 
CHORUS, 
Electra remains on the Stage while the Chorus Aug.. 
1. 
Or my prophetic ſoul miſtakes, 
Or Lin hope an err ; 
Or,vengeance ſwift, adyances makes, 

Upon the conſcjence-haunted murderer, 
Daughter, ſhe, comes; ſhe comes away 
With power and juſtice. in array ; 

Im ſtrong in hope, the bading, dream, 

The herald off bar, awefyl terrors came, 
The king's te ſentments ſhall not ceaſe, 

Nor ſhall he,.bury wrongs but in redreſs, 

The vengeful axe that gaye the impious blow, 
Mindtul,gf, th" imperial woe, 

To hell and beawn calls out aloud 
For.retribugion, and for blood, 
I 


The brazen-footed fury Wall appear 
With hundred feet, and hundred bands; 
To execute her fell commands, 


Ws, zet conseale her wrathfel ſpear. 


8 


/ 


AUnſcen ſhe does her future work ſurvey, 
And hevers o'er her unſuſpecting prey. 
For implour'aRs have Rain'd the royal bed; 
Acts at Which Hymen ftood diſmay'd, 
While-by concerted gvile betray'd 
To give adult' ry ſcope; the huſband bled. 
But I, in hope, foreſee ſome dire event, 
The threarning viſions of the night 
Shall have their force, nor be content 
To puniſh guilt with bare affright. 
Let birds, dreams, divinations, loſe their force, 
And fotemn oracles no more diſcourſe ; 
If this appearance paſſes hence 
Without an happy conſequence. 
III. | 
Oh, tnauſpicious charlot-race 
Which ſove-Inſtructed Pelops won; 
What mighty miſchiefs haſt thou cone, 
To this ill-fated place ? f 
For &er fince Myrtſios was thrown 
Headlong from the chariot, down ' 
The promontory's horrid brow 
Into the fuffocating ſurge below 
VUnnutaber'd evils have befall'n the ſtate; 
And Argos felt ſucceſſive ſtorms of fate. 


ACT... i, 


SCENE I. 
Clytemneſtra, Electra and Chorus. 


And fo would injur'd Iphigenia too, | 

Could the departed ſpeak, accuſe her father, 

I do not then repent of what I did; . 

But if you think 1 gught, take heed you ſpeak 

In terms of calm reſpect, and utge your reaſons. 
Ele#. Vou cannot plead that you wete now provok' d, 

And therefore did retort opprobrious language. 

But might I be permitted, I would try 

To plead my father's cauſe, and ſiſter's too. [me, 
Cly., You may; and did you always thus addreſs 

'T would Tpare you that reproach you murmur ac 
Elec. Firſt, you confeſs that you my father flew ; 

And can there be a blacker crime than this; 

The cauſe be juſt or no? But that it was not, 

I'll ſhew you; drawn by your adult'rxous love, 

Not for your daughter, but for your preſent ſpouſe, 

You did the action. Aſk. Diana why, 1 

Why the delay d ſo long the courted winds? 

Or what the goddeſs will not, 1 will tell you. 

"Tis ſaid, my father, ſporting in her grove, y 

Put up a noble - ſpotted branching ſtag ; 

And as he chas'd and flew the glorious prey, 

In triumph utter'd fome unhappy word. 

The goddeſs, to revenge th' inſult, detain'd 

The fleet in Aulis, till my wretched fire 4 

Should make atanement with his daughter's blood, 

Thus fell ſhez nor could any meaner bribe 

Purchaſe a wind to ſmell their flagging ſails ; 

For which, and not far Menelaus's ſake, 

With ſtruggling ſorrows, and reluQtant pangs, 

At laſt he yielded to the facrifice. - 

But had he done it for his brother's ſake, © 

Should you have kill'd him therefore? By what law? 

Take heed, leſt you repent, the rules you make ; 

By your own laws yourſelf will tand condemn'd 


— — 


1 


Ch. ou'RE free, you think, aud now may If murder muſt with murder be repaid, 


; walk at large, 
Becauſe you know /AEgyſthus is not here; 


Juſtice will tell you, -you are next to bleed; 
Thus ev'nyour own defence was turn d againſ you, 


Who would confine your walks, not let you range, But tell me, if you can, on what account 


To vent four ſpleen, and execrate our friends. 
But in his abſence you regard not me; 
Jam the theme of your unmanner'd railings; 


You brand me with injuſtice; ſay, I'm fierce, 


And play the tyrant over you and yours. 

But I abuſe you not; I only pay 

Your handſome compliments to me in kind; 
And, firſt infulted, but return reproach. 
And till your father is the ſtale pretence, 


As if I mutder'd him: I did, Lowitit; 


1 own I did it; and 'twas bravely done. 

Joftice commanded, and [ gave the blow z 

And you, if wife, had help'd the glorious work; 
For he whom you ſo obſtinately mourn, 
Murder'd your ſiſter; he, of all the Greeks, 
Could find a daughter for a ſacrifice, | 

And bore to ſee her butcher'd, Cruel man! 

A ftranger to the pangs of bleeding nature, 
Nor conſcious of the pains a mother feels. 

And then, for whom was this fair victim ſlain ? 
Wat it for Greece? You will not ſurely ſay it? 
Had Greece the liberty to kill my daughter ? 
Or was't not for his brother Menelaus ? 

Oh, juſtly did he die, who kid my child!) 
1524 not his brother children of his 6wn ? 
Twas juſter far they both had dy'd than the ; 
Both for their father and their mother dy d, 

On whoſe account alone the war began, 
Or did the partial god of Hell prefer 


| My daughter's blood to any ſecond victim? 


Or had your execrable father loft 

A parent's love, but Menelaus not? 

Do not theſe ads laim him raſh and impious ? 
Whate'er you 


my Fenſure has condemn d him j1 But ill become my ſtation, age, vr fortunes 3 
( | 


You now perſiſt in execrable guilt ? 

Why have you commerce with the bloody wretch, 
Who was th' abettor of your horridcrime? 
Why propagate by him a lawleſs brood, 

And baniſh far into another land T 
The virtuous offspring of your huſband's bed ? 
Can this be reconcil'd ? Or will you ſay 

|| Theſe are the farther provfyof your revenge? 


* 


Tis baſe to ſay it; it can ne er be good 


To wed a traitor for a daughter's ſake. 

Vet, deaf to juſt reproof, you ſpurn at counſel; 
Cry, that 'tis inſolence t' upbraid a parent: 
And ſhoot with all the arrows of your tongue. 
have a miſtreſs, not a mother in you, 

Oppreſs'd with hardſhips, and condemn'd to all 
That you and your curs'd cenſort will impoſe, 
Nay, ſcarce my brother did eſcape your rage; 
Whe wears out wretched life in anxious exile, 
The ſaving whom you oft upbraid me with 

And ſay, I nouriſh a revenger for you ! 

And be aſſur d, I wanted not the will; 
Therefore proclaim me to the world at large 3 
Brand me with impudence; call me foul railer ; 
The fignal characters ſhall make me known, 

And mark me out for Clytemneſtra's daughter! 

Che. I ſee, her ſierce reſentment blazes high, 
Regardleſs whether reaſon rules her anger. 

Cly. And what regards can ſhe receive from me, 
Who thus upbraids and vilifies her mother? 
Preſumptuous wretch | Believe you not, my friends, 
She has forgot to bluſh at any action? a 

Elect. Oh, you miſtake! I bluſh at what I do; 
And am too ſenſible the words I ſpeak 


tr. mod == We at 
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But your vile 2&ions, and malignant ſeu), 
Have forc'd me to be rude againſt my will; 
For evils ſpring and flouriſh by example, 
Cly. lojurious railer ! do my actions teach, 
Do they inſtruct your tongue to grow offenſive ? 
1 9 rb your offence that ſpeaks ; you do the 
things, 
Which done, in proper language muſt be told. 

Ch. Now, by Diana, when ZEgyſthus comes, 
Tou ſhall not thus inſult me umreveng'd. 

Fleck. You rob me of the liberty you gave; 
You bade me ſpeak, but will not hear with temper, 
: » Cly. Will you not ſuffer me to make oblations, 
But interrupt with inauſpicious words, 

Becauſe I bige you ſpeak ? . 

Tec. Go on, perform 
«TW intended rites; Iwill no longer ſtop 
The meritorious office, but be filent. 

Cly. Then lift thou up the ſuppliant fruits on high; 

* | [ To ber Attendant. 
Which, offer'd to the ſacred god of day, 
Shall free me from the fears which now I bear. 
Oh, Phebus ! thou, whoſe haltow'd image ſtands 
Before this palace, hear my hidden ſenſe; 
I ſpeak not among friends, nor is it ſafe 
Here to unfoid the ſecrets of my heart 
Before thy radiant light, when ſhe is by; 
Left with her envy, and her babbling tongue, 
She ſpread the ſtory over all the city. 
But hear me thus The viſion of laſt night, 
The doubtful dream, which ſleeping I beheld, 
If it be profperous, oh, Lycian King! 
Fulfil and ratify it's kind intents ; 
IF in, turn all it's horrors on my foes ; 
Nor proſper thoſe who would difturb my ſtate, 
And plot in private to undo my pow'r. 
Thus let me always live, from danger free, 
And rule this kingdom and this houſe as now; 
-Foin'd to thoſe friends to whom I now am join'd; 
till crown'd with bliſs, and with ſuch children who 
Nor hate, ,nor enviouſly diſturb my joys. 
Grant this, Apollo, and lock down propitious ; 
Grant this, and in the manner which I aſk : 
The reſt thou know'ſt, altho* I ſpeak it not; 
For gods have pow'r to read our inmoſt thoughts, 
And nought is hidden from the ſons of Jove. 


SCENE II. 


Governor, Clytcmneftra, Electra, and Chorus. 


Seb. Ye virgins, may a ftranger hope to learn, 
If this tall fabric be the royal palace ? 
Cho. It is. 
Gov. —And this the queen whom I behold ? 
Her dreſs and perſon ſpeak th' imperial rank. 
Ch». You're right; "tis ſhe. 
Gow, — Then bail, oh, Queen! Tcome 
To bring you and Ægęyſthus grateful news 
From one who is your friend. 
Ch. —I embrace the news— 
But next inform my from what friend you come. 
Govi From Phocis, from Phanoteus, to relate 
A buſineſs of concern 
Cly. . Pronounce it, ſtranger; e 
The man you come from ſpeaks the errand good. 
. Gow. To ſum up all, Oreſtes is no more. 
leck. Ah, wretched maid! It brings me to the 


grave. | 8 
Gly. What ſaid you, ſtranger ? Liſten not to her. 
Gov. I ſay again, Oreſtes is no more. 
Ele. I periſh with him, and am too no more! 
Cy. At diſtance how! !—Byt, ftranger, you pro- 


Pd 


Inſtruct us in the manner of his fate, 

Gov. To this was 1 employ'd—-know, mighty 

ueen, 

When k wan Oreſtes at the plains arriv'd, 
Where Grecia celebrates her Pythian games; 
Soon as the herald's ſhrili-proclaiming voice 
Summon'd each champion to the noble ſports, 
He enter'd the broad lifts, bright as a god, 
The admiration of the throng'd ſpeQators ! 
"T were endleſs to recount the things he did; 
Thro? all the ſtated courſe of games he ran, 
And bore in triumph every prize away. 
The happy youth washyman'd by every tongue; 
Proclaim'd aloud by th' herald's voice an Argive, 
By name Oreſtes, Agamemnon's ſon, 


But when the gods oppoſe the mightieſt man, 
The mortal finks beneath th' unequal match! 
For when the next ſucceeding morn aroſe, 
Changing the nature of the luſty conteſts ; 
Oreſtes with the rival troop advanc'd, 
And figh'd for conqueſt in the chariot-race. 
But fate decreed not ſo; for when his ſteeds, 
True to his hopes, ſucceſ ful wing'd their way; 
And almoſt crown'd him with the promis'd prise: 
Turning the goal with a miſtaken breadth, 
He ſtruck unwary on the outmoſt column, 
And broke his axle ſhort—He, with the ſhock, 
Fell from his ſeat, and in the twiſted harneſs 
Entangled hung—Him, thus precipitate, 
The frighted baxſes, with confufion wild, 
Dragg'd to the middle courſe. With yells and ſhrieks 
Che pitying crowd beheld, and mourn'd the youth, 
Fall'n from renown, and loſt to future conqueſts ! 
Now daſh'd againſt the ground, and now aloft 
Rebounding furious; till the charioteers 
(But, oh, too late!) ſtopp d his unruly ſteeds, 
And loos'd him, with unſeemly wounds deform'd, 
Torn, brois'd, disfigur'd, and no longer known 
To be Oreftes, by his deareſt friends! 
Some Phocian men, appointed to the taſk, 
Straight burnt his body, and have brought, inurn'd, 
His duſt, the poor remains of all his greatneſs, 
To find a tomb in his paternal ſoil, 
Such was his death; how terrible to hear! 
But, ob, how more affliting to the ſight ! 
The worſt of ſpectacles theſe eyes have ſeen. 
Cho. Alas! alas! then all my maſter's race 
Are periſh'd, rooted up, and quite extinguiſh'd. 
| Cly. Oh, Jove! what news is this? Of joy, or 
horror ? , 
That crowns with ſafety, yet with ſorrow wounds; 
Whilſt to aſſure my life, I loſe my ſon. | 
Gov. Why does the preſent ſtory make you ſad? 
Cly.” I feel the mother ſtruggling in my ſoul. 
Gy. Vain and unwelcome then is this my labour. 
Cly. How vain, or how unwelcome! Since you come 
To bring me certain tokens of his death, 
Who, tho' my ſon, and nouriſh'd from my breaſt, 
Yet who forſook me, like a vagrant fled, 
And choſe a ſtranger's for his mother's houſe ; 
Who never ſaw me fince he left the land; 
But, branding me with parricide, he fill 
Wich rebel menaces has ſtabb'd my peace. 
I ſcarce have flept by night, or wak d by day, 
Secure or pleaſant; but each anxious minute 
Seem'd but a ſhort reprieve from inſtant death. 
But this kind morn diſburdens me of fear, 
From him, and her; from her, the greater plague | 
Becauſe domeſtic, in my boſom warm'd, 
Th' ungrateful ſerpent ſucks my vital blood. 
But hurt no longer by her taunting malice, 
|My eaſy life ſhall low with pleaſure on- 


The General of Greece !-— And thus he flouriſh's. - 


webe a 
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CCF 
El:4. Wretehed Electra Now it's time to mourn D Deere tae rai ae 
4 Thy fate, Oreſtes, when thy mother triumphs Cho. Oh, virgin, great is thy 'diftteſs ! = 


In thy destruction thus—Gods } is it well ? Ele& Too well I know 
Ch. With him' tis wond'rous well; tho" not with The weight of my oppreffifig woe; 
thee, _» | * Of griefs ſucceſſive, long, and numberleſa l 


Fl:#. Avenging goddeſs, hear her contumelies ! | Cho. With juſtice you of miſery complain. 
Ciy. She has already heard, and well determin'd.| Ele, Therefore no longer wound my ear 


Ele. Aye; now inſult; your joys indeed are full. With comfort's voice; nor hope to chear 
0 4 Oreſte a help to Lug them leſs ? My foul, that ne'er ſhall taſte agaty—. 
| No; we muſt dropour unperforming anger. Cho. What fay'ſt thou, maid?” © 
Cly. Oh, ftranger, you, indeed, de ſerve our love, Elefl; The ſweets of peace, | 
If vou have filene'd her malignant clamours. $9. 'Ne'er be ckarm'd to 17 or eaſe: 
Gov, My taſk is finih'd; I may now depart: No the gen'rous youth is gone, 
Cly. Not fo, my friend ; it would diſhonour us, Hope and vengeance are undone. 
And him that ſent you, thus to let you go. ; IV. 1 
* Enter the palace, and let's lesve this railer Cho. Death is the portion of mankind. 
To howl abroad, and ſpread her ſtubborn grief. Elect. But not like him, by furious courſers barne, 
[Exeunc Ciyremneftra, Attendants and Governor. Bruis'd, disfigur'd, mapgled, torn, 
SCENE MI. 1 — all 8 of 3 af 
| - Da een i rpriſe. 
Electra ond Chorus. ins me pale? 


| Ele. His fate was unforeſeen indeed, 

In a foreign land to bleed; 
Without thefe hands to cloſe his eyes, 
Unhappy prince! 
Ie abſequies to have; 


Elec. Had ſhe the marks of ſorrow? Di the wretch 

Confeſs deſpair, or like a mother mourn ? 

But with malignant pleaſure talk'd away !. Cho. 
L Deareſt Oreſtes, how haft thou undone me! Elf. 

Thy fate has kill'd me, raviſh'd all the hopes Nor weeping friends to mourn thee to the 

On which my ſoul had fix d her laft ſupport, \ © "grave, 

That thou wquld'ſt one day come, and with thy band \ 

Revenge my father and unhappy me! 


Now were ſhall I retreat, forlorn, depriv'd © * —— — — N 


Of thee, and of my father? Now again, 


ks J muſt be dragg'd to ſerve the curſed men | A CF III. 

h, Who kill'd my father. Can ſweet Heav'n permit ? SCENE "AK 
No, by the gods, I will no longer dwelt - - ; 
Beneath the hated roof which covers them : Chryſothemis, Electta, and Chorus. 


But here on earth will make my humble bed, Chry. Wok 4 : 
b * mourn, till = is — way TEE MOR F Neat, rar, SPIES» 

. m a tormeat, let thew me ftraight; To bei | . 
For 1 am fick of life, und fain would die: 0 bring you grateful news ; whoſe Sled ſurprige | 


n ic r Will end thoſe ills which you ſo long have mourn d. 
When life is jrkſome, death is a relief. | Elac. Where cant PR fad a — —— ot 
4 SC ENI IV. | fortunes, 8 
3 Electra joins in the Chorus. On which no beam of comfort e'er can dan? 
FS I. Chry. Enlarge thy hopes: Oreſtes is arriv d; 
Choe, Does not Apollo ſee ? Will Jove not hear ? Arriv'd as ſurely as I live to ſpeak. it. 
When will it thunder, if it now be clear? E/c#.. Or rather doſt thou rave, unhappy girl! 
Ele, Alas! my fate 4” porn with mf pony and thy own. 
| Cho. Why weep' thou ſo? » By all the gods, I do not trifle with 
- Elefi. Oh * mY, [Or as with your woes, but know be's 8 
9 Cho. Soſten thy tumultuous wor. - El:#. By what unerring arguments convinc d. 
Ele#, You kilt me if you ſtop my grief, | That you fo ſtrongly bend to their report. 
96 2 Che, How? | Cbry. I owe not to report th' uncertain tale, 
Ele, — 3B teaching vain relief, Bur ro theſe eyes, that ſaw th' unecring figns- 
FE) 12 — offering comfort to reftore. El:&4, What Ggns? What could'ſt thoy lee, tos 
d | When he in whom I hop'd is now no more. cred'loys aid, | TY. | 
(EN By ſuch unavailing care To kindle this fantaſtic fever up? 
8 Y* inſult my griefs, and aggravate deſpair. | Cbry. Hear, 1 conjure you, exe zou quite condemn, 
' 11. . | And judge if reaſon warrant my aſſertion. 4 
aft Cho. The fate of Amphiarays know, Elec. If the relation gives you pleaſare, ſpeale. 
a | By female avarice betray'd; . Chry. Thus, then: 28 I approach's the hallow'd - 
A victim to his wife's perſuafions made: | Wherein my father's peaceful aſhes lie, [tomb 
But now the monarch in the ſhades below | I ſaw the ground with ſtreams of milk diſtain d, 
Elack. Oh, killing thought! | Freſh pour'd, and flowing from the tufted hillocks y 
Cho, w——[mmortal reigns; And all the flowers the genial ſeaſon yields, of 
A prophet in th' Elyſian plains. Strew'd in à circle road the ſepulchre. 
Ele:#4, Woe on the cavſe ! | I ſaw, and wonder'd; and look d all around, 
Che, Aye, woe, indeed, "Oe... Leſt any one unſeen ſhould Real upon me, 
On th* 2 matron's head! And interrupt my ſearch. But when I ſaw 
re) Ele&#. But the too her treaſon rued. All things in ſolitude and perfect reſt, . 
Cho. I grant, revenge her erime purſued. I nearer to the tomb advanc'd, and there, 
ea. That injur'd monarch Found a fon Upon the utmoſt pile, a lock of hair, foul 
His diſcontented ſhade t“ appeaſe ; Freſh cut, in waves was ſpread z when ſtraight my 
: But my unhappy fire has none Preſented young Oreſtes to my thoughts, b 
; Tote the plaintive phantom eaſe, And ns 36 me, twas his which I babeld : 
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The tokens of that dear-loy'd man's return. 
I took it up, and ſpoke auſpicious words, 
And my glad eyes o'erflow'd with tears of joy. 
And then my conſcious ſoul believ'd,-as now, 
Thoſe fun'ral honours came from none but him. 
To whom but me, or you, belong'd this office? 
J did it not, I'm ſure ; nor you, | thiak : 
Haw could you, who from hence are not allow'd 
A moment's abſence, tho',to worſhip Heav'n ? 
My mother—fhe delights not in ſuch acts; 
Nor cquld the do it, but we muſt have known, 
None but Oreſtes then could pay theſe honours. 
Have comfort, fifler; not the ſame harſh god 
With unremitting fury ſtill purſues ; 
The ftorm o'e: blown, a pleafing calm ſucceeds ; 
. To-day, perhaps, the louring ſcene will change, 
Revive our ſouls, and brighten them with gladneſs. 
Fleck. Oh, ſenſeleſs raptures ! how I pity thee ! 
Chry. What] is the news ungrateful then at laſt? 
Ele. You know not where you are, nor what 
Fou ſpeak, | 
Chry. Do I not know what theſe my eyes beheld ? 
Elec. Loſe not an hope in ſearch of poor Oreſtes, 
Nor build thy fafety there; for he —is dead. 
Chry. Oh, heav'ns ! where did you learn the fatal 
news? | 
E lect᷑. From one who ſtood and ſawtheyouth expire, 
* Chry. I ftindamaz'd! Where is this fatal herald? 
Elen. Careſs'd within, and welcome tomy mother. 
"Oh; fatal! "Whoſe were all thoſe off rings 
Which grac'd my father's tomb ? [then, 
Elee, — We muff ſuppoſe 
Some friend has plac'd them there, the monuments 
Of dead Oreftes* love, © F 
Chry, — Deceirful joy! | 
I haſted, raviſh'd with the firong delight, 
Nor dreamt of this diſaſtrous turn of fate. 
But now too well I find our former ills 
Maintain their ground, and call yp freſh afflictions 
Ek#; Tos true th* increaſe ; but if you'll learn of 
I'll teach you how we may redeem ourſelves, | me, 
Cbry. Ob, can we raiſe the dead to life again? 
ies. Believe not my conceits tow'r up to mad neſs. 
Chery. What would'ſ thou then preſcribe, that! 
can aid in? — 


Elec. Reſolve but to perform what I adviſe. 


' Chry, M to our honour, fear not a repulſe. 


EIA. Think,nothing can without ſome pains ſuc- 
Cbry. Ido, and will contribute to my pow'r, [ceed. 
Zus. Hear then the reſolution 1 have form'd; 

»Twere vain to urge our want of friends to you, 

Who know that we have none; that cruel death 

Has torn them hence, and we are left alone. 

While-yet Oreſtes Niv'd, my flatter'g grief 

Encourag'd hopes that he would one day come, 

And fatisfy my father's crying blood: 

But, now he is no more; I look on you, 

To aid your ſiſter in the pious work; 

And help to kill th“ affaflin, curs'd /Egyfthus ! 

I'll ſpread the counſels'of my foul before you, 

And we with open boſoms will converſe. 

Why ſhould you ſtill be paſſive in your wrongs ? 

Is there redreſs in hope, but from ourſelves ? 

Does not opprefiion grind us every way? 

Are we not {poil'd of our paternal rights? 

Debarr'd of Hymen's joys, and waſting all 

Our bloom of life in virgin ſolitude ? 1 

And, oh, believe it muſt be ever thus ! 

Nor will the tyrant's caution give us room 

To propagate a trace to his deſtruction. 

But if you'll follow the advice I give, 

Yyur fire and brother ſhall conſpire to praiſe, * 

And, from the grave, applaud che gen'rous ation, 
3 20-3Þ 5 | 0 2 * 


Are the two greateſt goods that men enjoy. 
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Then ſhall you be ſaluted, noble; free, 

As nature and your princely birth deſign'd ; 

And worthy youths ſhall figh for your embrace. 
For virtue is a\charm fires every breaſt, 
Do you not ſee what glory, what applauſe, 

Yau purchaſe to'yourfelf and me by this ? 

What citizen, what firanger, ſeeing us, 

Will not with theſe encomiums mark us out? 
Behold the fiſters !—friends, the rival pair, 
Who from deftruQtion rais'd their father's houſe ! 
Who brav'd the fury of triumphant foes, 
Attack'd their pomp, and ſtruck the righteous blow; 
Of life regardleſs !— Theſe ſhould always be 


The ſubjects of our wonder and our love; 


Theſe thould be honour'd, courted, and proclaim'd, 
And in our feaſts, aſſemblies, and our ſtreets, 
Hymn'd and diftinguiſh'd for heroic ſouls !— 
Such language ſhall we hear from every tongue, 
And live eternal in the voice of fame. 
Follow me, then; revenge your father's blood; 
Make dead Oreftes ſmile, and reſcue me; 
Reſcue your elf; ſhake off the guilty chain: 
For gen'rous ſouls diſdain a vile dependance. 
Cho. Prudence is uſeful in affairs ke theſe, 
To counſel, or embrace th' important taſk; [ ſpoke, 
Cb. Had ſhe but weigh'd her words before the 


She would have kept what now ſhe has not done 


A modeſt prudence, and an uſeful caution, 4 
What proſpect of ſucceſs, that thus you arm, 


And aſk me to aſſiſt the daring work ? : 


Regard your feeble ſex and tender form, 
In ſtrength inferior to the foes you brave: 
Behold bow Fortune wooes them with her ſmiles, 
While we are cruſh'd by fate, and waſte to nothing. 
Who then, invading one defended thus, 
But muſt expect the death he thought to give ? 
Take heed we do not aggravate our ills, | 
And purchaſe new diftreſs, if overheard : 
Poor is th“ advantage of that vain renown, 
Which, panting to obtain, we earn by death! 
Tho' death, perhaps, will be eſteem'd a mercy ; 
And when tis courted, life ſhall be our doom; 
To ſuffer on, and taſte protracted anguiſh. 
But, 1 conjure yon, ere we furious run 
Into the gripe of fate, and caft away 
The laſt remains of Agamemnon's blood, 
Reftrain your rage, and what your raſuneſt utter d 
Shall periſh, and be loft to my remembrance. 
Be wiſe at length, taught by prevailing woe; 
And, fince unable to contend, ſubmit. A 6 
Cho, Be rul'd ; for wiſdom and s prudent mind 
Ele8.Y our anſwer does not diſappoint my thoughts; 
For well I knew you would teject the work: 
Therefore the noble taſk remains for me. 
It muſt be done, and ſhall not want « hand. 
Chry. Oh, had you been of this heroic ſoul 
When firſt my father fell, you'd done it then 
Elect. I had the ſoul, but wanted years for action, 
Cbry. 9 want them Mill for deſp' rate acts like 
theſe. 
Eleck. How full of counſel ! barren of affiftance ! 
Cbry. For raſh attempts oft cruſh their wretched 
author, 
Ele#. Your wiſdom I admire, your fears I hate. 
Chry, Th time will come when I ſhall have your 
praiſe, 
Elect. The time will never come, when you'll de- 
ſerve it. | 
Cbry, Th' event of things will beſt determine this. 
Elect. Be gone; for I expect no aid from thee. 
Chry. You might. The fault is in your own reſolves, 
Ele, Go, and betray my — to the queen! 


is. 


Li 


Chry. Not to diſhonour, but to prudent care. 


E. LE C T R 
Cbry. I nouriſh not an hate that thirſts your ruin. .. ö 
Elec. Vet you could brook todraw me to diſhonour. Oh, may'ſt thou live, ſucceed, and grow, 
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In ſtrength above the tyrants ſoat; 


Ele. Muſt I then follow where your fancy leads? As much as now thou art below, 


Cb. When you think better, you ſhall lead— 
Eleft. "Tis ftrange, 

That ſhe who ſpeaks ſo well ſhould act ſo ill. 
Chry. The condemnation on yourſelf returns. 
Elec. But does not juſtice warrant my deſigns ? 
Cbry. Tis dang'rovs to be always ſtrictiy juſt. 


And cruſh'd by their injurious pow'r. 
I've ſeen thee ſtruggling with thy fate, 
Inimitably ſhine; 
Amidft thy ſorrows reſolutely great, 
Religious, conſtant, and divine. 


EH. Such maxims ne er ſhall regulate my actions. Ip ——26.vk 8.82 


Chry. V ou would have cauſe to thank mali they did. 


Elec. By Heav'n, I'll not be ſcar'd from my reſolves. A E T IV. 


Cbry. And will you not be wrought to ſafer counſels? 


Elec. No; evil counſel is the worſt of things. 


Chry. You ſet awrongconftruQtion on my words. 


SCENE Il. 


El:4. My purpoſe is not new, a ſtart of paſſion ones, Pylades, Electra, Chorus, and Attendance 


But weigh'd with reaſon, and confirm'd by time. 


on Oteſtes. 


Ch+y. I'm gone, ſince you my reaſons diſapprove, Oreft. FE virgins, will your goodneſs ſet me right, 


As | your actions. 

Ele. Wherefore go you not? 
J would not load you with my ſecrets more, 
'Tho' you ſhould kneel in tears, and beg to ſhare them 
It argues folly to purſue a trifle, 

Cbry. Enjoy your fancied wiſdom by yourſelf; 
When ruin d, you'll too late approve my caution. 


SCENE Il 


If, mifinform'd by guides, I tread er- 
roneous ? 


Cho. Whom do you ſeek, or whither would you go? 


Oe. My ſearch determines jo A gyſthus' palace, 


Cho. This is the dome: accuſe not your director. 
Oreft. Which of you will inform the royal houſe, 
Some Phocian men have buſineſs with AEgyſthus ? 


Exit Chryſothemis. Elect.. Oh, heav'ns! are theſe the meſſengers of fate, 


Who bring the proofs of the report we heard? 


CHORUS. W 3 not what you heard; but aged 
emains on the Stage while the Chorus ſings. 2 
egg ne Te fer. Diſpatch'd me here with news about Oreſtes. 


Why, when th' inhabitants of air, 

With tender duty, grateful care, 
Grant their aged parents food 

To whom their little fouls they ow'd ; 

Why do not reas'ning men the ſame, 


Ele, What is it, ſtranger? Oh, I ſhake for fear! 

Oreft, In that (mall urn we bring the ſmall remains 
Of his dead body. 

Eleft. — Ob, my wretched fate ! 
Then is the meaſure ot my ſorrows full. 


And their whole lives by thoſe dumb patterns frame? | Org. If theſe your tears are for Oreftes thed, | 


But by Jove's ſhafts with terror bright, 
By heav'nly Themis, and eternal right, 


Know, that this urn contains the man you mourn. 
Ele#. Ob, then, if ever pity touch'd your breaft, 


The wretch that dares their power, ſhall ſoon Permit me to receive it in theſe arms ; 


Be from his guilty triumphs thrown, 


To moutn my own and his diſaſtrous fate, 


Thou, Fame, that doſt all mortal actions know, | 48d waſh his aſhes with unfeitgned tears. 


Thy melanchely trumpet blow; 
Pierce the centre with the ſound, 
The ears of the Atrideæ wound; 
Whilſt thou doſt a tale relate, 
Full of ſorrow, full of fate! 


II. 

How all their houſe in wild diſorder ſtands! 
The children diſunite their friendly hands! 

Hew EleQtra, wretched maid! 
Forlorn, d' a thouſand ills betray'd, 
Feoor her father melts in tears, 

And a conftant ſorrow wears: 

As in forrow-finging ſtrains 

The mourful nightingale complains. 

Fearleſs of danger and of death, 

She would a victory obtain, 

Would ſee the two domeſtic turies ſlain, 
And in the glorious cauſe refign her breath. 
For who, of noble parencs born, 

Can live a ſlave to guilt and impious ſcorn ? 
II 


The well-deſcended and the great, 
Throw off the vile incumb'ring weight, 


Oreft. Whoe'er the be, ſurrenaer her the urn; 
She aſks not like a foe; but all her wordt 


- | Beſpeak a friend's concern, or kindred love. 


Ele#. Oh, dear memorial of my deareft friend! 
Ye ſcanty relicks of Oreftes!—Oh, 
How different from him my hopes had form'd! 
From him 1 tent, do | receive you now ? 
Diflolv'd to duſt, and crumbling. into nothing. 
| ſent you forth a glorious blooming child ; 
But, ob, that I had dy'd an hundred times, g 
Ere thus condemn'd you to a luckleſs exile! ¶ ter; 
Stol'n from thy mother's rage, and ſav d from flaugh- 
For on that day thou might'ſt have fall'n ſecure, 
And had a ſhare of Agamemnon's tomb ! 
Now far from home, ſtreteh'd on a foreign ſhore, 
You periſh'd— There no fiſter was at band, | 
To waſh thy cold and ſtiffen'd limbs, or bear 
A torch. to kindle up thy fun'ral flame. 
Burt dreſs'd by ſtrangers hands at length you come, 
A little body in a little urn. 
Alas, my unprofitable nu: fing cares, 
The buſy offices | paid your yqurhy 
My pleafing labours o'er your infant years, 


Of things that would obſcure their fame, Are come to nought! Electra rear'd thee vp, 


Aſſert their glory, and redeem their name. 
Thou, ob, noble, wretched fair! 
Who hat a life of irkſome woes 
Before diſhoneſt honours choſe ; 
Thou ſhalt double praiſes wear 3 
Stand eternally renown'd, 


With juftice aud with wiſdom crown'd, 


And with her fondaeſ. eas'd th' attendunt's taſk z 
View'd thee with joy above thy mother's raptures, 
And prov'd thy filter in diſtinguiſh'd paſſion. | 
But one curs'd day has mow'd down all my labore, 
And, like a whirlwind; ſwept their mem'ty bence, 
And thee with them, My father went before: _ 
auh ̃ͤ Ws . 10 
- 
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Our foes inſult; dur mother, in contempt | 


f nature, triumph, and grows med with pleaſure: 
n whom I long have fed delufive hopes 
That thou would'ſtcome,and reap thevengeancedue, 
But fate þas fruſtrated the juſt event, 
And mock'd my expectations with thy duſt, 
Oh, weight of ſorrow! moſt untimely change ! 
Unhappy progreſs, and deſtructive games! 
How haſt thou kill'd thy fatter, poor Oreſtes: 
Receive me, therefore to thy little houſe, 
Like thee, à ſhadow: fo may we converſe, 
Aud meet below, to mourn our mutual ſuff rings; 
For whil{ thou, wert on earth, my ſeul partook 
Of all thy pleaſures, griev'd in all thy pains; 
And therefore would die and ſhare thy comb: 
For all is peace, all quiet in the grave. 
Co, Oh, think, Electra, on your mortal ſtate! 
Think too, Oreftes, like yourſelf, was mortal, 
let that calm your ſorrows. Death's a debt 
All owe to nature, all at times muſt pay. 
Orefi. What ſhall I ſay? My boſom ſwells for vent, 
And Jm no longer maſter of my tongue. 
Dies. Wheace is th' opprefiion of your beaving 
_ . breaſt? 
ore. Is that EleQtra's celebrated face? 
Ele. This isber face; but all it's charms are dead. 
Orot. Curſe on the (uiff'rings that have ſpoil'd 
thy beauty! | ; 
Fed. How can my griefs from thee deſerve this 
ity ! ; 
Oreft. Oh, beauteous form, conſum'd and worn 
with ſorrows ! | 
Zac. All your complaints will centre in this 
wretch. 4 , 
Oreſt. To waſte her youth in virgin ſolitude ! 
Flea. Why doſt thou look upon me thus,and ſigh? 
Oro. I-was'a ſtranger to my griefs till now. 
 £leR. And can you ſee them by reflection here? 
Oreft. I fee thee vex'd with unexampled wrongs. 
Elec. You ſee but little of the ills I bear. 
Oreſt. Canſorrow furniſh outaſcene more dreadful ? 
Elec. Yes; to be forc'd to dwell with murderers. 
Oreft. Of whom ? | 
— Ele. —— My father: forc'd to be their ſlave. 
'  Orefl, Who is the author of this cryel force? 
Elec. One whoſe fellactions give the lye to nature; 
And ſay, ſhe's not my mother. 
Oreft. — But the means? 
Does the by ſtrong compalſion bow you down, 
Or ſavazely withdraw your life's ſupport ? 
Elect. By all th' extremes her impious heart can 
She gives me woe | chink, 
- , Orefl. ——]s no protector near? 
Ele#. None; he that would have been, is here 
in duſt. | 
Oreſt. My heart is wounded with yourhelpleſsſtate. 
Flac. Thou only haſt with kind compaſſion view'd 
Oreft. 1 only feel the ſympathetic pain. me. 
Ele4. Doſt thou to ties of blood owe thy com- 
paſſion ? 
Might I confide my fortunes with theſe 
You then ſhould learn- [ maids, 
Elec, Their faith is bound to me. 
Oreft. Set down the urn, and you ſhall hear my 


ſtory, 
Elec. Now, by the gods, let me poſſeſs this 
- treaſure, 
Oveſt. Be counſel's, maid ; you will not err in this. 
Ele&. By all the honours of your birth, I beg, 
Force not theſe dear remains from my embrace. 
_ Oreft. You muſt not keep them 
Eid. — 0b, increaſe of woe! 
If I'm deny d to bury thee, Oreſtet. 


„ 


; 
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| Ore. Auſpicious ſpealc; your ſartow is not juſt. 
Elef. Do I not juſtly mourn my brother's death ? 
Orefl. The word is out of time; forbear theſe 
ſounds, 
Ele, Am I not worthy then to mourn his fate? 
Oreſt. Of naught unworthy; but your ſorrows err, 
Elec. What, when I bear his athes in my hands ? 
Ore. You only carry bis imagin'd duſt. 
Ele. Ah! where is then the wretched youth 
interr'd ? 
Oreft. No where—the living covet. not a grave, 

Elec. Is he alive? 

Oref. He is, if I am fo. 
Elec. And art thou he? 
Oreft. ——Behold my father's fignet, 

And know your brother from the happy proof, 
Elec. Oh, blefſed day! o | 
Oreft. join to blefs it with you. 

Ele. And do | hear thee ſpeak ? 

Oreft. Diſtruſt not, maid, 

El:#44. Do my arms hold thee ? 

Oreft. <—— May they ever do fo. 

Ele. My dear companions, do you ſee Oreftes, 

Reviving by thoſe arts that-ſpoke him dead ? 

Cho. I ſee, oh, virgin! and the ſudden joy 

Trickles in tears of pleaſure from my eyes. {| fire, 
Elec. Oh, thou lov'd offspring of my much-lov'd 

You're come, you've faund a loag-expeRting friend! 

You're _ you've ſeen whom long you wiſh'd to 

e | 
Oreft. I'm come; but ſpeak not with ſo loud a joy. 
Ele, Wherefore ? 4 
Oreft. — Leſt theywithino'er-hearyour tranſports. 
Elect. But, by Diana, the unconquer'd maid, 

Electra will not condeſcend to fear 

What women's impotence can do againſt us. [hours, 
Oreft. Remember, women have their martial 
Ele. Oh, you have ſet before my eyes afreſh, 

The glaring image of my father's wrongs; 

An ever-liviag ſcene of villainy, 

Ne'er to be expiated, ne'er forgot 
Oreft. 1 know our wrongs, and, at a proper hour, 

You thall relate the mournful tale entire. 

Zlect. It is a theme will ſuit with ev'ry time; 

But moſt with this; for at this preſent hour 

| have regain'd the liberty of ſpeech. 

Oreft. Be ſtudious to preſerve what you've regain'd, 
Eic8. How ? 

Oreft. By reſtraining theſe extatic joys. 
Elec. Who could be filent in a joy Nke mine? 

Who ſmother the big rapture, thus tranſported, 

When I behold thee in a gladſurpriſe, ; 

As ris'n from death, and by a wonder reſcn'd ? 
Oreft. You ſaw me, when the gods firſt bade me 

come. 
Eleck. My joys encreaſe with every word thou 
ſpeak'ſt, 

And thy laſt accents yield ſuperior pleaſure. 

For if the gods inſtructed thy return, 

Kind Heav'n concerns itſelf in our diftreſs, 

And ſure will proſper what itſelf began, 

Oreft. 1 would indulge the tranſports of J 
But — they're too exceſſive to be ſafe. * 
Ele&. Since after ſuch a painful age of abſence, 

At length you come to bleſs my longing eyes, 

That have been quenck'd with ſorrow, do not now 
Oreft, What muſt 1 not? 0 
Elect᷑. Deprive me of the joy, 

Th' unmesſur d joy I feel in gazing on thee, 

Oreft. Iv ill not, fiſterz 'twould d1\pleaſe me much, 

Should any one attempt in that to wrong thee, 


El:&, And does my fondneſs plegſe thee ? 
Orofi, Should it not pl * 


2 „ wu 
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Lit Er C 
Fleck. Oh, friends, I deard the dresdful tale of 

Then my ſtrong paſſion was without a voice, [death 

Compeli'd.to hear, nor ſuffer d to lament ; 

But now I hold thee, and thy lovely form, 

Whoſe image ſorrow could not e er eraſe, 

With cordial ſmiles revives any fainting ſoul, 

Greft. Oh, top this wild career of (welling plea- 
Nor tell me now my mother's impious dee de; { ſure | 
Nor how /Egyſthus drains my father's houſe, 
Squanders his wealth, and riots in his ſobſtance. 
Th' untimely ſpeech would hinder dur deſign. 
Rather inftruct the courſe of my revenge : 

Shall we with open force ruſh boldly on them, 

Or by a licens'd fraud deceive our foes, 

And ſuddenly ſurprife them into ruin? | 
But, oh ! take heed, ſuppreſs your ſtruggling joy, 
Nor let your mother trace it's infant pleaſures | 
Still wear the ſorrow which you did before, 

And for my death ſuppos d, diflembling figh. 
When fate has crown'd us with th' events we wiſh, 
Then may we ſmile, and give a looſe to joy. 

Ele8.-Ob, brother, ſtill your pleaſure ſhall be mine! 

For all my pleaſure takes it's riſe from you: 

No comforts has Electra from herſelf; 

Nor would I rob you of a moment's eaſe, 

To purchaſe to myſelf the greateſt joy: 

For ſhould my tranſports ſtep your glorious aims, 
They would affront the now aſſiſting pow'rs. 
You know th' affairs within, and have been told 
ZEgyſthus is not there z my mother is. 

But haibour not « thought, that ſhe ſhall ver 
Behold a tranſpurt kindle on this cheek; © 
Hate ſhall controul and daſh each riſing pleaſure : 
And ev'n beholding thee, my tears afreſh 

Shall ſtream for joy: for how ſhould I forbear, 
Who in the ſp:ce of one ſhort morn have ſeen thee 
Dead and alive, miraculous ſurprize! 

Should my dead father now return from earth, 
I ſhould not wonder, but believe my ſenſe. 

Since then ſo unexpected thou art come, 
Perform the work. which elſe was doom'd fer me: 
For ere you came, my ſoul had entertain'd 
Reſolves of vengeance, with a glorious view 

Of noble freedom, or of noble death. 

Oref. But ſoft; for ſome approach us from within. 

Ele. Strangers, go in; ye meſſengers of things 
None can refuſe, yet none with joy receive. 
SCENE II. 

Governor, Oreſtes, Pylades, Attendants, Electra and 
Chorus. 


Gov. Oh, loſt to wiſdom, and all prudentthoughts 


Have you abandon'd all concern for life ? 


Shook hands with reaſon, and bid fate defiance ? 
Who ftand not near, but in the midſt of dangers, 
And thoſe the greateſt too, yet know it not? 
For had not I ſecur'd theſe outward gates, | 
Employ'd their ears, and guarded ev'ry ſenſe, 
Your meaſures had by this been all betray'd; 
Hut I have cover'd you as yet with care; 
Wherefore give o'er theſe talkative delays 
And this inſatiate burſt of noiſy joy; 
And enter ſtraight: for in attempts like theſe, 
Delays are ill, when deeds require diſpatch. 
Oreſt. Are all things ready to receive me there ? 
Gove. All, all z nor can they know you. 
Or. - Then you told 


The neceſſary tale of my deceaſe. 
Gov. Be ſure, you're dead to all the world but us. 
Oreft. Did they with raptures hear the news, or 
- Gov. Suſpend the long recital till anon; [how ? 
For all looks well within, yet all's not well. 
Elec. For Heav'n's ſweet ſake, Oreſtes, who is 
- (this? ] 


or. Know you not him? 


Ele, I cannot call to mind, 
Oreft. Hase you forgot' to whemw you once be- 
Elect. Whom do you mean ? [queath'd me ? 


Oreft. . — y whoſe officious hands 
Your love convey'd me to the Phocian land? 
Elec. Is this that only faithful man I found, 
Durſt aid th' afflited when my father fel}? . 
Oreft, He is; at preſent ſeak no farther proof, 
Elect.. Oh, bleflings on thy head »Chougreatſupport 
Of Agamemnon's houſe ! And art thou he * 


— 


| Redeem d us from ſuch ills? Oh, let me kiſs 


Thoſe hands, and kneel t'embrace thoſe aiding feet. 
How could you keep yourſelf fo long conceal'd ? 
Or how my eyes miſtake you, though diſguis'd ? 
Your words were cruel, but your works were kiad 3 
li} wag your news, but friendly it's defign, i 
Hail, father! (for I ſee my father in you,) 

Hail! Never was a man in one hart day 

So much deteſted, and ſo much ador d. 

Gov. Enough of praiſe ; until the circling hours 

Inform you farther how we have delery'd; 
And teach you all the ſeries of our fortunes, 
But now 1 turn myſelf to you, my prince; 
Tis time for action; Clytemnettra's now 
Alone without her guard ; if you omit 

This happy moment, think you will be drove 
T' encounter numbers arming in her reſcue, 

Oreft. The preſent buſineſs wants no more debate _ 
But, oh! my Pylades, let's haſte to action: 

Thus bending tv theſe genial pow'rs for aid, 
Who grace the portal, and protect the dome. 
[Exeunt Oreſtes, Pylades, and Governor. 
8&8 © 8 N'.E I. -\ 
Electra and Chorus. 

Ele. O king Apollo, hear them when they pray; 
And me with them; who with a bounteous hand 
Have ever, to my pow'r, adorn'd thy ſhrine, 
ne now, O Lycian god, proſtrate, with awe, | 


bleſs thy godhead, and implore thy favour; 


Aſſiſt the righteous vengeance now in hand, 


And ſhew mankind with what detefting eyes 


The gods behold and puniſh guilty mortals ! 


SCENE IV. 


CHORUS. 
0 


” I. 
See. where the god of battle ſtalks, 
Breathing diſcord, foaming blood; 
Through all the guilty haunts he walks; 
Th' avenging furies at his heels provoke 
a The deſtin's ſtroke, 
No more to be avoided, or withſtood. 
For horror now the ſcene does draw, 
Which my prophetic ſoul foreſaw. 
II. 


Agamemnon's ſhade t' appeaſe, 

With filent ſteps behold the ſon, 

Beneath the guilty roof is gone; 

And ſee the vengeful ſword he brandiſhes? 
Maia's ſon attendance pays, 

And wrapt in clouds the youth conveys; 

While he the taſk of fate obeys, 

Unknowing of delays, | 


CE: | 
SCENE I- 
Electra and Chorus, | 
AIT with attentive filence, deareſt 
maids ; 
For freight they will achieve the work of horror. 
Cho. Oh! how do they proceed ? 


& 


Ele, 


; 


Ele, While the prepares 


The cuſtomary banquet, to ally . 
The ſorrow of her ſon's imagin'd death ; 
They preſs around her, watchful z=—— 


Cho, Wherefore then 
Did you come forth ? 
Elf. To guard againft ſurprize, 


And give them notice, ſhould ZEgyſthus come. 

Cy. [Within.] Oh, fatal hour! ſome help—1 
23 am beſet; 
Naked of friends, and cover'd with deſtroyers! 

Ele. What ſhrieks are thoſe ? Did you not hear 
» them, friends ?. 

Cho, I heard the frightful cry, and ſhake with 

horror. 
| Gly. [Within.] Confuſion! Ok, AEgyſthus, ob! 
Ele#. The noiſe grows louder. [where are you? 
Cly. [Within.) —Oh, my ſon, my ſon, 
Have pity on thy mother! 

El:8. Thou had'ſt none 
Qo him, or on his bleeding 1 
Oh, wretched city ! Oh, diſaſtrous race 
Death and deſtruction lay the princes waſte | 

Cly. [Within. Oh! I am hurt. 

Ele8. Repeat, repeat the blow. 

Cly. [ Miibis.] Alas | for mercy— | 

Ele, Oh, that curſt Agyſthus, 

Caught in the toil, did groan like thee defenceleſs ! 
Cbo. The potent execratious are fulfill d 
The long deceas'd revive; and drain the blood 
Of thoſe, whoſe hands were once embru'din ſlaughter 
SCENE. II. 
Electra, Oreſtes, Pylades, Atrendants and Chorus. 

Ele&. Behold they come] And their «ifcolour'd 
Drop with the crimſon ſacrifice of Mars! [hands 
Speak, my Oreftes, how ſucceeds our caufe ? 

Ora. All's well within; unleſs the god deceive: 
The wretch is dead; nor need you longer fear, 
Your mother's pride ſhall e'er inſult you more. 

Cbo. No more ;—for, lo! /Egyſthus is in fight. 

Ele&, Oh, yet retire ; he comes as you could wiſh; 
He comes in triumph from his rural ſports; 

And unluſpeQing joy glows on his cheek. 

Cho. Therefore with ſpeed retire, ere he behold: 
And fince avſpicious fate bas led the way, 
Complete the work you have fo well begun, 

Oreft. Fear not; ſucceſs ſhall crown us 

Ele#, — But, retire. 

Orefi. 1 go 

[Oreſt. Pyl. and Attendants retire, 

Ele&. - And leave the buſineſs here to me. 

Cho. Twere fit a while we entertain the tyrant 


With courtepus accents, and difſembled. meekneſs, | 


To win him on, and ſooth him into ruin. 
SCENE III. 
ZEgyfthus, Electra, and Chorus. 

AEgyſt. Who can inform us where thoſe Phocians 
Who bring the tidings how Oreftes periſh'd, | are, 
Thrown from his chariot in the Pythian games ? 
You, I ſuppoſe—whoſe daring inſolence 
Till now has lived in him; you, I ſuppoſe, 

As moſt concern'd, can give the beſt account. 

Ele. Too well I can; ror how ſhould I but know 
The deareft accident which could befal me ? 

ZEeyp. Inftrut us quickly wherethe ſtrangersare. 

Elek. Within; they meet a kind reception there. 

ZEpyſt- Do they bring certain news thathe isdeag? 

Elec. They do not tel it, but they ſhe him dead. 

Egg. May we then witneſs to it with our eyes? 

Elke. Y ou may beheld the ſpectacle of horror! 


E L E O TR A: 


Ele, Be pleas'd, if things like thefe can give 
you pleaſure. 
YH. Be filent, and ſet open all the gates; 
Let all Mycenz, nay, all Argos ſee; - | 
If any one encourag'd empty hopes, 
Let him behold the carcaſe of this man; 
And bend him to my pow'r;z nor hence preſume 
With diſobedient pride to wake my wrath. 
Zled. I will obey your orders—for at length 
I've learnt ſubmiſſion; and muſt ſtoop to pow'r. 
SCENE IV. ho 
SCENE opening diſcovers the body of Clytemneſtra 
covered; Oreſtes, Pylades, and Attendants round 
it, ZEgyſthus, Electra, and Chorus. 
2Egyſt. By Heav'n, he's fallen; norundeſerv'd his 
But, if my words tranſgreſs, I ſay no more. fate! 
Take from his face the veil, that I way pay 
My debt of ſorrow o'er my kinſman's body ! 
Orefi. Yourſelf unveil it; it belongs to you, 
Fir& to behold and mourn the friend's diſaſter, 
gf. You weil adviſe, and1'll obey your counſel; 
Let ſome go call my Clytemneſtra forth . 
Oreſt. She's near you; look not any where, but 
here [ Uncovers the body. 
ay. Death to my eyes! 
Or. — Of what are you afraid? 
Are you a ſtranger to your conſort's face? [fa!l'n? 
AEgyſt. In whoſe damn'd ſnares am I unhappy 
Oreft. Do you but now begin to apprehend 
You've parly'd with the man imagin'd dead? 
Apyft. Alas! I underſtand the vaunting ſpeech 
And = Oreftes (poke it. - . 5 
Oreft. — Boaſt thyſelf 
No more a prophet, who fo long haſt err'd! 
AEgyjt. I feel, I am undone; but give me leave 
To argue for a while, * 
Elec. Now, by the gods, 
Permit him not to waſte the time in words. 
What can a ſhoet reprieve from death impart, 
Perplex'd with fears, and lengtheu'd out with pain ? 
Diſpatch the villain ſtraight z and let them throw 
His body forth, a prey to dogs and vultures Jum 
Far from our fight ! for this alone remains 
To cure my ſorrows, and conclude our vengeance. 
Orefl. No more delay of words; but enter there ; 
You are not now to argue, but to die. 
Zgyſt But wherefore enter there? If honour ſtrikes, 
Why ihould you ſhame to give the blow in public ? 
Oreft, Contend not with thy doom; but ſtraight obey: 
For where you kill'd my father, thou ſhalt die. 
ZEgyſt. This houſe ſhall be the future ſcene of death, 
And drink the blood of all the race of Pelops. 
Oreft.Thineit ſhall drink ; I dare foretel thee, tyrant. 
Zgyft. Your fire had no ſuch talent of prediction! 
Oreft. Your ſpeech offends; and 1 delay too long. 
Go on 
yl. But lead the way. 
Oreft, No; thou ſhalt lead. 
AEgyſt. Do you ſuſpe& I ſhould eſcape your wrath? 
Oreſt. Heav'n guard my vengeance from a fear like 


Bot I would rob thee of content in death, ¶ that }. 


And make it bitter in each circumftance. 
Did juſtice thus purſue the ſinner cloſe, 
Nor lag with lazy ſteps behind the crime; 
The world would then be frighted into virtue. 
M. 5 * in, driving Egyſthus before bim, 
2 t. CHORUS. 
Oh, ſeed of Atreus, how haſt thou been crofs d! 
Through what varieties of anguiſh toſt ! 


AH. I never joy d to hear thee ſpeak till now!— 
Ss. . SA 


Till late, with tern attempts, the vengeful ſ 
Has peace and baniſh' d liberty reſtor d. 


KY. 


- 
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